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I may term nappy audacity, for it is a mixture of reckless-
ness and self-confidence which has a very felicitous effect
upon the animal spirits. At these moments I never calculate
consequences, yet everything seems to go right. I feel in
good fortune; the ludicrous side of everything occurs to
me; I thing of nothing but grotesque images; I astonish
people by bursting into laughter, apparently without a
cause. Whatever is submitted to rae I turn into ridicule,
I shrug my shoulders, and speak epigrams.

I was in one of those moods on that day. My father
could not comprehend me. He was very serious; but,
instead of sympathising with his grave hopes and dull fears,
I did nothing but ridicule their Excellencies whom we were
going to meet, and perform to him an imaginary conference,
in which he also figured.

"We arrived at the palace. I became a little sobered.
My father went to the king. I entered a hall, where the
conference was to take place. It was a fine room, hung
with trophies, and principally lighted by a large Grothic
window. At the farther end near the fire, and portioned
olf by an Indian screen, was a round table, covered with
green cloth, and surrounded by seats. The Austrian mi-
nister arrived. I walked up and down the hall with him
for some minutes, ridiculing diplomacy. He was one of
those persons who believe you have a direct object in every-
thing you say, and my contradictory opinions upon all
subjects were to him a fruitful source of puzzling medita-
tion. He thought that I was one whose words ought to be
marked, and I believe that my nonsense has often occasioned
him a sleepless night. The other ministers soon assembled,
and in a few minutes a small door opened at the top of the
hall, and the king and my father appeared. We bowed, and
took our seats. I, being the secretary, seated myself at the
desk to take notes for the drawing up of the protocols.

We believed that the original idea of considering the
treaties as a guarantee to the individual only, and